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struggles  of  father  and  two  sons  to  wrench  themselves  free  of  the  serpents 
that  according  to  command  of  Apollo  were  about  to  strangle  them.  Then  the 
Apollo  Belvedere  and  the  Perseus  and  the  two  pugilists  by  Canova.  At  this 
point  Mr.  Chipman  and  I  left  the  party  to  see  if  we  could  gain  an  audience 
with  Monseignor  Bisletti,  the  pope's  Master  of  Ceremonies.  In  the  absence 
of  Bishop  Kennedy  our  Italian  guide  (  a  very  intelligent  man  )  thought  the  letter 
might  be  accepted  by  Bisletti  -  Vg. 

We  finally  extracted  our  victoria  from  the  dozens  that  were  lined  up 
outside  the  Vatican  and  drove  forth  to  the  proper  entrance  where  we  had  to  run 
the  gauntlet  of  about  sixteen  scores  of  guards  in  their  gay  uniforms.  After 
climbing  stairs  and  whispering  the  word  Bisletti  to  every  face  that  appeared 
before  us  we  eventually  reached  a  dignified  individual  who  calmly  but  firmly 
announced  that  we  could  have  no  audience  with  Monseignor  Bisletti  until 
seven  o'clock  this  evening. 

It  had  been  our  second  effort  with  Father  Coffee's  letter  and  still 
"nothing  doing".  It  was  too  early  to  return  directly  to  the  hotel,  Mr.  Chipman 
thought,  and  so  he  said  I  might  go  wherever  I  pleased. 

I  wanted  some  Roman  pearls  so  we  were  driven  to  an  address  where  he 
was  known.  They  said  "Good  morning  Mr.  Chipman,  aren't  you  and  your  friends 
thirsty  ?"  They  are  Americans  in  business  over  here.  "Do  let  me  bring  you 
some  lemonade,  "  which  they  did.  Oh  it  was  good.  The  pearls  were  very  pretty 
and  I  feel  quite  pleased  with  my  purchases,  though  I  do  think  there  must  be 
cheaper  places  in  Rome.  Roman  Pearl  Co.  Ltd.,  Piazza  di  Spagna  30,  is  the 
address.  We  reached  Hotel  Michel  just  as  the  other  carriages  were  returning 
from  the  Vatican  Galleries. 

After  lunch  I  had  my  first  real  American  joy  -  letters  from  home.  Oh  it  was 
good  to  read  letters  from  Mama,  Papa,  Martha  Bruce, Ina  and  a  post  card  from  Steve 
Lapschauski  from  Brussels. 

At  3:30  we  were  driven  out  past  the  Colosseum  through  the  Porta  San  Paolo, 
past  the  tomb  (  Pyramid  of  Cestius  ),  on  to  the  church  of  St.  Paul  -  without  -  the  - 
Walls  (  San  Paolo  fuori  le  mura  )  noted  for  its  frieze  of  mosaics  of  the  popes 
and  wonderful  marbles  and  malachites.  As  we  were  returning  through  the  city  gate 
a  guard  stepped  up  and  examined  a  package  I  was  holding  in  my  lap.  It  was 
so  funny  for  when  we  asked  our  guide  for  an  explanation  he  told  us  the  guard 
probably  thought  we  were  carrying  sweet  chocolate  or  spirits.  Now  here  is  the  joke. 
The  package  I  was  holding  contained  rosaries  blessed  by  the  pope  while  way 
down  in  the  depths  of  Mabel's  green  bag  some  packages  of  sweet  chocolate 
were  calmly  resting. 
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